night, when Passion's ebbing tide
Left bare the Sands of Truth,
Yasmini, resting by my side,
Spoke softly of her youth.

"And one/* she said, "was tall and slim,
Two crimson rose leaves made his mouth,

And I was fain to follow him

Down to his village in the South.

"He was to build a hut hard by

The stream where palms were growing,

"We were to live, and love, and lie,
And watch the water flowing.

"Ah, dear, delusive, distant shore,

By dreams of futile fancy gilt!
The riverside we never saw,

The palm leaf hut was never built!

"One had a Tope of Mangoe trees,
Where early morning, noon and late,

The Persian wheels, with patient ease,
Brought up their liquid, silver freight*
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